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Sun And Steel 


Steve was getting dressed after his post-gig shower when he heard an unfamiliar voice. 
"So, you want a last match?" 


Well, sort of unfamiliar. The last time he'd heard it it'd been howling passionate obscenities at his frontman, 


and at the memory a wicked smile began to crease Steve's face. 

"Yeah, sounds like fun. No cheating this time though, alright?" 

That was Bruce. Definitely. And he sounded very very pleased with himself. 

"Heh. Yeah, you'd like that, wouldn't ya?" 

A snort of derision, and the voices faded as the men made their way through to the green room. Steve 
chuckled, and followed at a discreet distance; looked like he needed to call another bassist..you could never have 
too much insurance against any silly frontman stunts, now could you? 

He was still grinning when he got to the bar. 

"Hello, Harry's up to something," chuckled Adrian, lighting his first cigarette of the evening. 


"Fuck off, H. And take that filthy thing away from me." 


Dave snorted and rolled his eyes at Adrian's rather hurt expression. "Harry's always up to something, you 


know that." 
"Who, me?" 
"Yeah, you." 


Steve sauntered off, still grinning. Adrian huffed out a cloud of smoke and surreptitiously shot him the finger 
from behind. 


"One day," he muttered, "I'd really, really, really like to take him down a peg or two." 


Dave patted his shoulder affectionately. "Well, keep your eyes and ears open tonight, mate. You never know, 
something might be let slip; then bob's your uncle." 


Adrian nodded, face lined with gloom as he watched Bruce chatting in a very animated fashion to one James 
Hetfield, invited along to this particular after-show party to celebrate the end of another gruelling North 
American tour. Maybe they could shed some light on the matter. 


Grabbing a fresh beer he began to weave his way through the crowd toward them, if there were any way he 
could ever-so-gently spike Harry's plans then he was pretty sure that Bruce would have an idea what it was. 
He always did. 

we 

"Where are you off to?" asked Kirk, curious. Jason flicked his mobile shut and jammed it hurriedly in his pocket. 


"Nowhere. Uh, that is.." he shrugged, and Kirk arched an eyebrow. 


"Right Jase. James was parading around earlier wearing a very smug look and now you're taking secret phone 
calls. What's up?" 


Jason fidgeted. The last thing he wanted was anyone else to know what he and Harry were up to; Kirk wouldn't 
deliberately let the cat out of the bag but he was the world's worst at keeping secrets. 


"Ask Lars," he said in lieu of anything more sensible, and fled before Kirk could ask any more questions. 

Kirk snorted. Like that, was it? Well then. Time to ask Lars..and make absolutely sure that the little dictator 
told him everything he knew. Not too hard..he had a few tricks up his sleeve that would ensure Lars would tell 
him the truth, the whole truth and nothing but. They were meeting tonight, and by the time Lars had been 


tied to the bed for a while he'd tell Kirk anything he wanted to know. He was sure that if he asked him nicely 
he'd happily bring their ‘appointment forward. 


Kirk grinned, and went in search of Lars. 

we 

James and Bruce were well into warming up by the time Steve and Jason slipped in the back door and made 
their way to the security office. Jason was nervous, Steve had to practically drag him into the booth, and set 
up the tape alone. 


"What's your problem?" 


Jason looked over his shoulder nervously. "I dunno..'m just not sure we can get away with this twice. | mean 


once yes, but twice -" 
He shrugged, unhappy, and Steve rolled his eyes. Pussy. 


"Stop worrying. The tape's rolling, and we'll just do what we did last time; let them do their thing then wait in 


here until they're gone. The video feed will give us shedloads of warning.” 


"Yeah." 

"Stop worrying. It'll be fine." 

"Harry." Jason's voice wavered, the nervous tone getting stronger. 
"Yeah?" 

"Haven't they just done that?" 


Jason was riveted to the television screen that showed the action in the gym. Steve, curious, turned to watch, 
sure enough, the two men went through a series of moves, stopped to say something to each other, then the 
picture gave a curious little flick and they began to repeat the same moves again. Two more minutes, that 


flick, and the moves again. Flick, and again. Flick Again. 
Steve's heart sank. 
"Oh fuck --" 


The door to the security office crashed open, splinters flying from around the now smashed lock. The small 
area was suddenly full of roaring, bellowing men; hard hands that grabbed and elbows that jabbed, flying fists 


and swearing fit to make a navvy blush. 


Steve found himself knelt on the floor, arms twisted then tied behind him and someone's fist knotted in his 
hair. No matter how hard he struggled he couldn't get free; whoever it was was a damn sight heavier than 


Bruce, and from the feel of it could tie a knot real well. James. Had to be. But how--? 


Steve could hear Jason yelling in panic and pain, somewhere behind him. He supposed that Bruce had chosen the 
stockier guy out of some sort of stupid bravado -- from what he'd heard James would have just bust his 
way in and grabbed the first person he came across. The hard hand pulled his hair again, dragging him to his 
feet. 


"You fucking Neanderthal! Watch it!" 

Oh shit. He must have angered his captor because the grip yanked backwards, causing Steve to stagger back 
into a muscular body and get pressed into - oh fuck - a crotch containing a hard bulge. Horrified, he tried to 
Twist away. 


"Thought you'd get away with it twice, huh? Nope, sorry boys..only one free show." 


Then a tongue dragged across his face, from chin to hairline and as he struggled away in panic he heard 


James laugh. 


A crash, a curse from Bruce and a startled twitch from James that almost knocked him over. Thundering of 
feet along the corridor, then a sound that was undoubtedly a door being charged through. Jason. Done a 
runner, bolted through a fire escape and left him here. Bastard Off like a rat up a fucking drainpipe. Fucking 


typical. 


Bruce came back into the room, breathing hard. "Lost him." 
James yanked on Steve's hair again, cursing. "You fucking moron" 
Bruce hissed through his teeth, and Steve could imagine the glare he was shooting at James. "Fuck you." 


"Maybe later," James replied with a laugh, then strode off down the corridor dragging Steve by his hair. No 
matter how he cursed or wriggled, he couldn't get loose. He didn't doubt that if he pulled hard enough he could 
get away, but didn't fancy either the pain or leaving a great fistful of hair in James’ clutch. 


In a matter of moments Steve was tied to the barre in the dance studio, facing the mirrored wall, wrists 
crossed and bound before him. 


"Joke's over. Let me go, Bruce." 
James cast a look at Bruce, who shrugged. 


Steve found his hair yanked again, head dragged back until he could barely breathe. James pressed himself up 
hard against Steve; because he was taller by several inches Steve found himself glaring past James’ ear as he 


apparently stared at the picture they made in the mirror. 


And - oh, God! - the hand that wasn't dragging at his hair was rubbing circles over his stomach and sliding 
along the waistband of his jeans, tip of the thumb dipping inside and teasing the dark hairs that shaded his 
belly. He struggled again; he couldn't help it. James kicked at his ankles, spread his legs and continued the slow, 


firm stroking across his abdomen. 
"Bastard!" 


"Ssh," murmured James, rubbing the bulge in his own jeans against Steve's arse. "You should save your energy. 


You're gonna need it when | nail you..later." 


"You wouldn't" snarled Steve, wriggling again. James smoothed his palm down over Steve's crotch and snickered, 
the sound unpleasant, laced with derision. Steve just ground his teeth and bucked against James one last time; 


he wasn't going to give in, dammit! 


James half growled, half purred in his ear, and began to rhythmically press the heel of his hand against 


Harry's crotch in long, slow movements in time with the grind of his hips against his arse. 


To Steve's horror, he was becoming aroused. 


"We gonna fight or what?" asked Bruce with a laugh in his voice. James, to Steve's relief, let him go and 


stepped back. 
"Yeah. Why not." 


The two men moved away, and Steve watched them select their rapiers from Bruce's canvas holdall. They 
were using sharps, not fencing foils? He swallowed hard. They could kill each other with those things. And if 
they were prepared to kill each other.. 


„then what were they prepared to do to him? 


He stared at himself in the mirror, and felt afraid. 


After a while, Steve shifted his focus away from his own - rather pale - reflection and watched Bruce and 
James instead. Shirtless now, the pair were battling hard; sweat shone on their bodies as the blades flashed 
and they turned and swung, struggling for dominance. After all, wasn't that what this was all about? 


Dominance? 


Both men moved smoothly, the fight almost a dance as they stepped and parried and thrust. James must have 
been having lessons, or Bruce was holding back; they almost seemed to be well matched. Shafts of sunlight 
making their lazy way through the tall windows flashed back from the razor edge of the swords, sparkling on 
the sweat running from both men as they panted and strove to win, at almost any cost. They didn't speak; the 


only sound was the harshness of laboured breath and the hollow scrape-thump of feet on the wooden floor. 


Bruce knocked James’ sabre from his hands, pushed him until his back was against the wall and held him there 
for a moment, panting hard. Then he gave a short laugh, threw his own blade aside and pressed his body into 
James, kissing him hard, grinding their hips together. 


Steve felt his traitorous cock give a twitch. Fuck Don't you dare. 

Bruce had dropped to his knees, fumbling with James’ zip. James just pushed himself back against the wall and 
closed his eyes even as Bruce managed to free the other man's trembling erection and attacked it, swallowing 
it down with a brutal hunger that made Steve wince. James yelped, flicked his hips; he reached down and 
wrapped Bruce's long, straight hair around his fists, using it as a handle as he fucked the smaller man's mouth. 


It was one of the hottest things Steve had ever seen, and he blushed as he watched. Damn.. 


James chose that moment to let loose with a long, tearing groan, Bruce held still, apparently swallowing as fast 


as he could. Obviously it wasn't fast enough, because when he pulled back a long, ropey string of cum dripped 


from his lips and down his chin. James chuckled and caught it with his fingers, scooping it up. Bruce grabbed 
James' wrist and began to lick his fingers clean, all the while watching James’ blue eyes with his own 


Steve swallowed, feeling his own heart begin to hammer faster. Jesus, but he was feeling hot; he'd never seen 


stuff like this before - well, except on screen a time or two - and it was turning him on beyond belief. 


Shifting to try and ease the tightness in his jeans may, he thought, have been a mistake, at the tiny sound 
James flicked his gaze across to the mirror, narrowing his eyes as if in sudden remembrance of their 


uninvited guest. 
Oh shit 


Zipping up his jeans James made his way across the room, eyes steady and cold, hunter's tread scaring the 
fuck out of his prey. Pointless as it was, Steve tugged at his bonds, frantic; nope, still not coming loose. He 
froze as James pressed himself to him, aligning his long body with Steve's own. Heat spilled through his shirt, 
his jeans; James was a live flame, a crackling electrical connection, a summer storm rolling along his spine. This 
time Steve couldn't tear his eyes away from their reflection, they locked gazes in the cold glass, hunter and 


prey, connected at some unknowable level of terrible intimacy. 


James began to roam his hands across Steve's body, licking at his ear, breathing obscenities, grinding himself 
into the other man's body until the universe narrowed to contain just the two of them, alone in the bright 


silent space of the mirror. 


Bruce approached Steve. James pulled him back into his body, breaking the hypnotic stare, arching Steve's spine 
before rolling the heel of his hand over his crotch. The bulge in the front of his jeans was obvious now, 
catching the sunlight and casting a stark shadow across his hip; James ran his fingernails across the denim, 
scratchy sound raising delicious shivers. Unable to stop himself, Steve thrust his hips into the contact, James 
flicked his button open, pulled down his zip. A moment's work had him free, and James crooned under his 
breath as he stroked the smooth, warm skin of Steve's hardness. Bruce crossed his arms and gave a lopsided 


grin. 
"Well now. What are we going to do with you, Harry?" 


Steve growled under his breath, then shivered when James exhaled warm on the sensitive skin just under his 
ear. Goosebumps broke out along his arms, and James chuckled; the vibrations tickled along Steve's spine and 


drove a spike of desire straight through him. Just because it was unwanted didn't lessen the effect. 
"Come on. You've had your fun - | think it's my turn" 


James grumbled under his breath, but tugged one end of the rope binding Harry's hands. He staggered, off 
balance without that unyielding grip holding him tight. James pulled him back, spun him and shoved him to his 
knees. He kept tight hold of the end of the rope, of course; he wasn't stupid enough to assume that Steve's 


sudden capitulation to his desire was entirely honest. Bruce approached, unfastening his jeans. 


"I think./ think you can suck cock. You think he can, James?" 


James just laughed, planted a knee between Steve's shoulder blades as he tried to flinch back from Bruce's 
exposed erection. It swung and bobbed, seeming to seek him with blind determination. A drop of clear fluid 


welled from the slit, and Bruce made a small noise of satisfaction as he stroked himself. 
"Bruce," Harry tried to distract him, talk him out of what he was about to do, anything "Don't do this--" 


Another hard knee in the back. 


"Harry," said Bruce, calm, conversational, "I've seen you. I've watched you, jerking off to that tape of James and 
l. This whole tour. Every fucking night: So if you think I'm going to stop now you are very, very wrong. You've 
had your fun," and now the voice had dropped to a lazy croon, malice streaking bright through the slow tones, 
"and now l'm having mine. Open up." 


Steve squeezed his lips together, screwing his eyes shut. This wasn't happening. Couldn't be happening. And yet 
his own cock, still exposed from James' attention, was throbbing with eager anticipation His body seemed keen 
enough; it was his mind balking at the prospect of sucking dick. Bruce rubbed the head of his cock against 
Harry's bottom lip, and for the first time he felt the wetness of it along his lips, smelt the musk of 
excitement, fresh sweat and desire, sex and lust all rolled together in that hot pulse. And all he had to do was 
open his mouth to be part of it. 


"Come on Harry," murmured Bruce. "And | don't have to warn you about teeth, now do |?" 


James snorted, derisive sound anger shaded. Steve swallowed, took one more deep breath through his nose and 
relaxed his mouth, taking just the head in. Bruce sighed, sliding his hands into Steve's hair and massaging his 
scalp with his strong, blunt fingers. It felt good, Steve realised with some surprise. 


"Christ," he gasped, as Steve allowed a little more to slip into his mouth. He should have been horrified. He 
should have been gagging and spitting, allowing James to kick the crap out of him before he sucked cock. And 
yet.. 

Here he was. And whilst he wouldn't exactly say that he was enjoying himself (yer, muttered a treacherous 
voice from a hidden corner of his mind), his desire to be the best he could be - at whatever he was doing - 


was taking over. Fast. 


Still with eyes tight closed, he leaned forward and attempted to swallow more. Bruce gasped, bending his knees 
and dropping his head back. 


"Oh fuck!" 


"He's a natural, yeah?" grunted James. Bruce just hissed through his teeth, caressing Harry's cheek and 


fighting the urge to just thrust. 


Steve began experimenting with running his tongue along the underside of Bruce's cock, then sucking as he 
drew back; Bruce seemed to approve. If the gasping and shuddering were anything to go by, of course. So 
engrossed was Harry in experimenting with these new sensations that when his mouth was filled with salty 
fluid he swallowed in shock, before he realised what he was doing. More squirted to the back of his mouth, hot 
and insistent, making him try to draw back, escape the fact that another man was coming in his mouth. Hands 


fisted solid in his hair, holding his head still, and James’ grip on his shoulders tightened. He couldn't escape. 


Jet after jet filled his mouth, and if he didn't swallow he'd choke, drown in the flood Initial panic was swift 
replaced with curiosity, and once he'd swallowed enough to negate the possibility of drowning he took his time 
to feel the way the taste filled his mouth, overwhelming his senses with its heady musk. 


His cock - which had begun to wilt somewhat with the shock - began to pay attention again. Bruce noticed and 
chuckled. 


"Like that, eh? Thought you might. In the end 


Bruce pulled back, and Steve opened his mouth enough to let the now softening cock escape. His jaw ached, and 
he moved it from side to side, testing the small pain with a certain amount of care. Odd sensation. He wondered 


if James would want the same thing now, or if they were both sated and would leave. 
He found himself rather hoping for the former. 


So busy was he considering the implications of this that he missed James’ next words. In fact, he was oblivious 
of everything around him, so lost was he in the fading sensations of having another's cock in his mouth; it took 
another knee in the back to bring him back to himself. He sprawled on the floor, striking his cheekbone hard 
and pinching his cock. He twisted, spasm of sudden pain, then lay still, panting. 


"| said" repeated James, "that you're enjoying this way too much to be straight. So lets find out just how 
much of a bitch you are." 


What? 


James' meaning became clear as he began to tug Steve's jeans down, yanking his boots from his feet, flinging 
them over his shoulder and then sending jeans and his underwear across the room to join them. He wriggled 
and squirmed, only holding still when he felt the cool whisper of one of the swords across his skin, cutting his 
t-shirt; he'd seen Bruce sharpening them earlier, and knew that he could all too easily slice himself. What would 
they do then? Let him bleed to death, dump him in an alley somewhere? Would they stab him or just slice him 
up? Would it hurt much? Would they fuck him while he bled out? 


Face down, hands pinned under his body he screwed his eyes shut - again - and tried to pretend that he was 


somewhere else. Anywhere else. Anywhen else, come to that. Bruce laid in front of him, turning his face to the 


side and stroking his cheek. So gentle, those hands; smoothing under the swelling on his cheek, wiping away the 


moisture that gathered under his eyes. The crooning, soft voice telling him to relax, enjoy it. It would, he was 


told, hurt less that way. 


It hurt anyway. At least James bothered to use lube; he wouldn't have been shocked at this point had he 
simply been dry-fucked, torn and left bleeding on the floor. He arched, groaned with the blunt, tearing 
sensation that left him full; James bit him on the side of the neck, excited by the pain, forcing himself into 
Steve faster and cursing his savage enjoyment to the bright air. Bruce continued to stroke cheek, hair, neck, 
lips; he dipped down a time or two to kiss, but Steve was too absorbed in the feeling of being fucked to really 


notice. 


And it was beginning to feel good. Not just physically, although James had at least been thoughtful enough to 
reach around and begin to firmly rub his cock, stiff and aching despite the other agonies calling for attention. 
No, the whole experience, tied up, held down, losing control-- control Dominance. Fear, respect. Hate, love. 


Opposites attracting? 


His thoughts spun away, driven to shattered nothing by the heat and sharp, jerking thrusts that indicated 
completion from James, the sudden bruising kiss from Bruce that dragged him to spraying his own semen 
across the floor. Collapse and near hysteria, listening to the other two men dressing and laughing, chat coming 
easy while he shivered in a pool of sweat and lube and come, shame and adrenaline souring rapidly to yet more 


pain. 

A soft sound by his ear; he twitched away from Bruce's hand as he soothed him like an animal. 

"We're going now’ 

Oh good 

‘lll untie you. But one thing, Steve; don't follow me again, eh?" 

No fucking chance of that, squire 

He rolled on his side, offering Bruce his bound hands and watching from beneath half closed lids as his - 


friend? What sort of fucking friend did this sort of shit? - untied him. Then gave him a comradely clap on the 


shoulder and walked away. Just.. walked away. 
Steve lay still, until the last of the sounds faded. 


Rolling to his knees, he hunched over for a moment, considered the benefits of throwing up and falling over 
again. Nah. Just hold still, breathe, get your wind back. Don't look in the damn mirror. Don't look to see what 
you look like, dribbling body fluids, bruised and shaking, tracks in the dust on your cheeks but not from tears. 


No, no, just sweat. Really. Look, focus on that towel over there -- 


A line from a book flashed into his mind. Something about always knowing where your towel was. 


He jammed his hand over his mouth, stifling the hysteria that bubbled up; he'd be fine, because he knew where 


his towel was. 


And then he did cry. 


